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engine, which worked with a kind of smelly fury, could
be made to print three ducks, three rather smudgy
ducks, but still quite recognizable ducks, on pieces of
paper about half the size of a post-card. This is all the
machine could do, but we asked for nothing better.
After collecting all the scrap paper in the house and
trimming it to the right size, the two of us sat at a
little table in the kitchen, set the engine going, and
printed ducks, hundreds and hundreds of ducks. Ah,
the grave ecstasies of boyhood and that enchanted
season when you can print ducks, the same three
ducks, by the hour and be happy!

It is strange how little has been lost. The football,
pressed between my rapturous hands, seems to be here
now; I remember the red stripes, the white stripes,
the very texture, the woolly fiuffiness, of that shirt: I
catch again the glitter of the wet grass; Harold
Avery's story is only round the corner; rny grand-
father is shouting across the dinner-table; the kitchen
next door is being filled with smudgy ducks; and 1 am
a boy again, In another world.